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Summary: The Twelve Days of Christmas, as sung by frequenters of The 
Subreality Cafe 


The Twelve Days of Christmas, SubCafe Remix 

The Twelve Days of FicWriter Christmas. By - Frito Muncher, Tapestry 
Falstaff, SabreBabe, Matt Nute, Lyssie, Leasryn, Kielle, and others. 


On the first day of X-mas, my archivist gave to me: 

A vacation home in Subreality. 

On the second day of X-mas, my archivist gave to me: 

Two sentient slippers, and a vacation home in Subreality. 

On the third day of X-mas, my archivist gave to me: 

Three brothers drunk. Two sentient slippers, and a vacation home in 
Subreality . 

On the fourth day of X-mas, my archivist gave to me: 

Four hundred part epics. Three brothers drunk. Two sentient slippers 
and a vacation home in Subreality. 

On the fifth day of X-mas, my archivist gave to me: 

Five Chaaaaaain-saaaaws , Four hundred part epics. Three brothers 
drunk. Two sentient slippers, and a vacation home in Subreality. 

On the sixth day of X-mas, my archivist gave to me: 

Six Summers-a-angst ing. Five Chaaaaaain-saaaaws, Four hundred part 
epics. Three brothers drunk. Two sentient slippers, and a vacation 
home in Subreality. 



On the seventh day of X-mas, my archivist gave to me: 


Seven muses a-plotting. Six Summers-a-angst ing. Five 
Chaaaaaain-saaaaws , Four hundred part epics. Three brothers drunk. 

Two sentient slippers, and a vacation home in Subreality. 

On the eighth day of X-mas, my archivist gave to me: 

Eight plot holes a-filling. Seven muses a-plotting. Six 
Summers-a-angst ing. Five Chaaaaaain-saaaaws, Four hundred part epics. 
Three brothers drunk. Two sentient slippers, and a vacation home in 
Subreality . 

On the ninth day of X-mas, my archivist gave to me: 

Nine readers a-reading. Eight plot holes a-filling. Seven muses 
a-plotting. Six Summers-a-angst ing, Eive Chaaaaaain-saaaaws, Four 
hundred part epics. Three brothers drunk. Two sentient slippers, and 
a vacation home in Subreality. 

On the tenth day of X-mas, my archivist gave to me: 

Ten ficwriters a-meeting. Nine readers a-reading. Eight plot holes 
a-filling. Seven muses a-plotting. Six Summers-a-angst ing, Eive 
Chaaaaaain-saaaaws, Eour hundred part epics. Three brothers drunk. 

Two sentient slippers, and a vacation home in Subreality. 

On the eleventh day of X-mas, my archivist gave to me: 

Eleven Dawns a-dying. Ten ficwriters a-meeting. Nine readers 
a-reading. Eight plot holes a-filling. Seven muses a-plotting. Six 
Summers-a-angst ing, Eive Chaaaaaain-saaaaws, Eour hundred part epics. 
Three brothers drunk. Two sentient slippers, and a vacation home in 
Subreality . 

On the twelfth day of X-mas, my archivist gave to me: 

Twelve subcafe 'ers a-chatting. Eleven Dawns a-dying. Ten ficwriters 
a-meeting. Nine readers a-reading. Eight plot holes a-filling. Seven 
muses a-plotting. Six Summers-a-angst ing, Eive Chaaaaaain-saaaaws, 
Eour hundred part epics. Three brothers drunk. Two sentient slippers, 
and a vacation home in Subreality. 


End 
f lie . 



